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“Quiet, my small. Still your tongue. 
Space is all. Space is cold. 
You are warm. You are young. 
Space is old. Sleep and form. 
Sleep and form.” 


A Hu * re 

[Still wake then? Mag 
a? ca 

Does my sleepsong not charm 
the thoughts from your minds 
fe] and pour them away into the 

@ great-black-outside-that-is- 
everything? O, little ones, I am 
tired and the blood and ore 
move sluggishly within me, but } 
you: You are awake and restless § 
in your pods. Slick with warm 
eae oil your cogs and capillaries 
ian prick me as you move. 


What disturbs you? Is it the 
Dream-Drones that flutter by 
your cradles, feeding you their 
cool nectar of intelligence, the 
chemo-structure of each gleaming 
bead encoded with an ocean 
of knowledge? Their narrow ees 3 
beaks drip algebra, cybotany and Ree AR 
a cascade of excellent languages. jj 
Surely they do not keep you 
from slumber? 
Gy 


ry ite 
light? Shall I increase 
the number of facets in my 


optic canopy and shred its 
brilliance still finer? 


s No, it is not the drones or the 
Is it my voice? Should I remaster jul symm light or my crooning that keep 
its twelve layers, peeling back ‘ you from your gentle oblivion. 
the subsonics? 


You are waiting for me to 
tell the story 


LoS 


of the seed that came 
across the great-black- 
outside-that-is-everything, 
issue of no loins save the 
Cosmos 


of the ghost that 
swam through clock- 
work and was raped 
by an island 


Very well. 
a I shall tell you 
| 
I shall show you. 


See: Pulses of sharpened light 
stream down my fibers to your 
sleepless lense piecing together 

a photo-electric jigsaw, a phosphor- 
dot mosaic of his divine 
countenance 


- 
that we shall 

worship and adore ’til 

all the suns are cinders. 
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My story began when the stars Drowsing in my pod while mother’s 

were one-tenth of a turn from . drones drooled liquid data, I felt my 

their current location, and that is a brothers’ minds shifting in the chambers 

considerable while. beyond my own. Their maleness, their 
otherness, it excited me, but my mother 
the island gently chided her only daughter:| 


C 


“Not yet, "she 
said. “Wait”, she said. 


“Wait, and you too shall be an 
island, your brothers as dust- 
motes by comparison. Wait, 
and when you are grown I 
shall launch you all into The 
Great-Black-Outside-That-Is- 
Everything. Perhaps one of 
your kin will find you again; or 
perhaps those fierce boy-seeds 
will swim across the blackness 
to woo some other island’s 
only daughter, just as one of 
that island’s man’s sons might 
come to you, propelling itself 
through the dark aether with 
its splendid silver tail. 


“Then you will know 
the ecstasy and the 
great heat of fusion 

5 with one whose flesh 
is as your own. You 
will know that melan- 
choly pride which 
comes with your first 


first; smooth and cold; 

softened by the “ yY 

fungoid circuity that [& i then what 

swiftly covers them. y to be loved, and to be a 
- mothe: 


The stars turned by degrees, but no suitors 
= s % came save those biologically incapable of 
After some time, I was expelled Za quenching the longing within me: Alien way- 

from my mother’s womb of iron farers of a myriad different species, perhaps 
and cellulose, spat far into the one in a thousand comprehending what it was 
Great-Black-Outside-That-Is- . that he burrowed within. They came, beings 
Everything to await my first lover made of intelligent ice and creatures fashioned 
ro from white sticks and red fibers. They came in 


And I waited. Ym loud and smoldering chariots or poured their 


atoms down beams of blue light. 
And I waited. 4 


Some took me for 
a planet, an unclaimed 
fH solar satellite that they might 


or infest with the 
A overspill of their 
populations. 


Some, perceiving 
the intricacy of 
my cyberstructure, 


I was perhaps a ship, 
a giant engine of 
war that could 
be tamed and 
turned upon 
their enemies. 

s 


>, ! f 
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- aN ‘ 4 d i ‘4 pt » ie e 
te e All of them perished, their chariots and their corpses 


ground between the gears of a biological process 
incomprehensible to them, slaughtered by lumbering 
metal antibodies. 
Niwy raat AP area Y / ibe R 
Pi Their flesh was not as mine. I 
; Z, Yap could not fuse with them. 
A ie Ut TR 
From their remains I abstracted what minerals 
a could, absorbing them into my own mass. I 
That which I could not ingest decomposes 
yet within my endless intestinal passageways. 
=e Fy TPA 
And I wept for them, 
; \ and for myself 


P FEE iz 
SME And I waited. 
SSC 
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There in the lonely dark, fear gnawed upon m lad my race grown fewer across 
the billennia so that no boy-seeds remained to find me? Had my own brothers 
perished, searching hopelessly for another island that no longer existed? I ground 
my continents together in a terrible, bitter frustration. I begged whatever forces 
there might be that I should not drift for an eternity never knowing love, never 
knowing fusion, and I waited for their reply. 

4 il” A Tey 


And I waited. 
woh, 


When my remote sensor globes, 
afloat in the distant nothingness, 
relayed to me their first impressions 
of the life form entering my 
proximity, I recalled the aliens 
whose mortal fragments were 
forever lost within me, and I 

was not moved. 


and yet 
there seemed 
something 
curious and 
rare in that 
swirling pattern 
of energies, some 


danced and 
trembled in 
their dials as 
they recorded 
each pulse, each 
fierce surge 

of its extra- 


Black-Outside-That-Is-Everything. 


A blazing star that burned on no visible spec- . 
trum, it swam towards me across the Great- cr ' 
‘ | 
» 


AN 
Upon my hide, a hundred Geysers were silenced 
and a thousand streams ran dry as I held my breath. 
en ~ 


Cheated by this invisible interloper my optic 
display rippled with mad lights, an agitated 
brilliance that flashed from screen to screen 
finding nothing, while all the time I felt that 
spectral fireball crackling nearer, nearer, white 
hot and spitting 


At the moment of impact a 
shockwave of foreign 

sounds and images rang 
through my being and in 

that startling, concussive 
instant I caught the briefest 
mental glimpse of the invader. 


It was symmetrical, its optic canopies 
two burning wounds in the 

darkness of their surround. 

Beneath that, its features were a 
jumble of indecipherable organs 

and components for which I had 

no name. And yet those eyes, 

those eyes transfixed me, 


eon their great passion... 


\ intelligence 
behind it entering 


N the rootclusters 
and cogs and 
deep cables of 
my substance 
like grounded 
lightning. 


the fabric of time at this juncture, and knew that 


some point in my future would find me performing 
a chronofracture, but this minor revelation was aan 


4 driven from my mind as my probes grasped blindly The intruder possessed 
| for some tangible evidence of the intruder. no body. He was a ghost. 


A ghost that swam through clockwork. 


Charting a fluorescent map of the entity’s brain I saw creatures like my 
earlier vision of this insubstantial stranger, and yet NOT like him. They 
P| were made of red things, he of green. Foremost was a presence whose 
upper extremity was shrouded by a mass of white strands. Experiencing 
a powerful erotic impulse, albeit vicariously, I wondered if this could be 
| the female of the species. 

ry os 


=a 
Confused, grasping at the quicksilver intelligence with a clumsy fist of neural receptors, I 


felt again the cold splash of an alien consciousness as its surface thoughts and buried 
| memories washed over me 


oF tae ABA 9-9! Bi DE p 
Buried deeper were darker countenances that had 
only phobic associations: A half-arachnid form, its one 
eye filled with depravity; a snarling, feral organism 
emerging from the skin of another female; a pale and 
bloodless infant feeding upon its own mother while an 
aquatic monstrosity looks on hungrily . 


The faces merged, flowing 
hypnotically, and when I felt the first 
twitchings of physical activity 

within me, I scarcely recognized 


them. 
NB) 7 Pi 


My cables, unbidden, knotted tine : wX | And the ghost screamed with 

themselves into tendons. — < a — rg 
—— se From the panic and disorientation that 

My cybernetic mosses, wrested from my 3 

control, molded themselves into a strange form he found himself incarnated within was 


AX \ \ 
and glittering medium that was not unlike flesh. no shape that he had ever anticipated or WAN Se 


N SA A conceived of Sparkled upon the articulated 
The ghost was growing a body, a sentient y 0 Oe hypodermics of his talons like the rapid, 
tumor from the substance of my own. “\ The slatted vents of my photo- coded speech of signal lanterns . 


synthetic reactors cast rolling 
Nine of my twelve vocal strata rose to 
the ultrasonic as I began to scream. 


Glinted from the slowly 


clattered from his mind it was evident that the rotating watchworks of'a nipple 


% ‘ 
Mos, 
He was beautiful. 
es > Lt way 


ib Mf He was other | 


hyphens of colored highlight 
across the glass exo-skull 
blossoming from his shoulders 


Fully formed now, he twisted and writhed in the i 
striped light, a fabulous and agonized metal 
sculpture suddenly made animate. 


ON 


How shall I say it? How to 
describe the effect this last 
bare fact worked in me? He 
was of my flesh. 


“Melted.” 


Not for my body, that was not melted 
save for the unchanging magma, boil- 
ing ceaselessly around my nuclear 
core. Not my body, but rather my. 
mind; my psychstructure; my self My 
self is what melted. 


All the precisely indexed data, sucked 
greedily from the computer systems of a 
thousand doomed alien vessels; all my 
art and science and neurosynthesis; the 
logarithms and sines; the very formula 
of what I am 


It was as if all the electric vapor of my 
knowledge had condensed, distilled itself back 
into that trickling nectar that my mother’s 
drones had fed me in the pod. 


2508500 


In my rapture, all my numbers became liquid; 
I confess I quite forgot the intruder, further to 
this, I forgot also to stop screaming. 


Confused and physically discomforted 
by my ultrasonics, he ran; lost within a 
brass honeycomb of service ducts before 
I could recover myself 


——- <= y 
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It took only instants for me to triangulate his vitality signals, \ 
but by then he had reached the central knot of a > 
transportation matrix used by my maintenance-drones. 
From the eye of this gigantic and abstract web, spatial 
wormholes bored their various ways to the ultimate reaches 
of my body 
, 
: ; RICE, bs 


\ 
The whirlpool-haunted ocean of my brow and 
the desert of my belly N 


yf PARE + SWAN "i 
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Peeling back lids of circuit- 
laced cellulose from the 
photosensitive steel of new 
eyes, he watched in terror; in 
fascination as my drones dug 
finger-skewers of white gold 
into the soft plantflesh of 
their abdomens, cold hands 
‘4 glistening wet, groping 

amongst their intestines to 
reset, recalibrate, alter 
coordinates before entering the 
pulsing aperture of their 

[4 choice and vanishing, simply 
vanishing. 


Hoping to recapture him while he 
stood rooted with incomprehension, I 
3 extended eager magnetic digits with 
= rippling fingerprints; tendrils that 
™ reached, snatched at him, were too slow... 


s In his retreat from the clutching, shimmering 
fields of force he stepped into a wormhole and 
was gone, tumbling without coordinates 
towards a random destination. . . 


ae Ee te ET Me Gh OH Wi Wi Ee 
Scanning frantically, blinking eyes like huge frozen ponds, I located his point of exit from 
the matrix : A service junction on my outermost rind, a false gravity zone. Upon emerging 
from the wormhole he floundered helplessly, a strange chrome fish thrashing upon an 


asylum beachhead with no up; no down. 
YVEGE BAZ, 
Beneath him, above him, 
beside him the aerial 


panorama of a cryptic 
mechopolis tilted and spun : 


NS 


AAAANAL 


\ 


( 


The green-tinted roofscape 
of my hydroponic complex, 
straining the light of distant 
suns onto the flowerbeds 
below, where tin roses with foil 
{ petals turned their iridescent, 
petrol-colored heads, 

following the light .. 


The pulsating domes and < 
miniature street-illuminations # 
of my drone-cities, 
where the automata 
paraded in purposeful 


silence . 


A lake of bright mercury in 
which the dark vanes of 
adjacent solar windmills hung 
reflected in still, deep quicksilver. . 


cy 
a) 
regional time. 7 


mar - 
Across the great pool of mercury a skin-parasite 
fluttered, lazily, one stained glass wingtip idly 
slicing the lake’s surface yet leaving no scar in the 
heavy, silver fluid. Scenting the defenseless 
intruder, adrift in his freefall bedlam, it glided 
towards him, whisker-filaments twitching thirstily. ? 


TL 


— | 
He prepared to jump, to abandon his new 
flesh, his new world, to abandon me, to 
leave me alone again . . 


" 


ghost-form, and if my move were delayed by even an instant, 
would be gon Parsecs away in a single beat of my atom heart. 


The time tower supplied all the data necessary to make the 
incision . the stress points in the chronic flux, the places 
where I could exert gentle pressure, carefully tearing through 

the skin of time so that I might surgically alter and reset its bones. 


As the timewound opened, even the 
§ intruder’s ethereal form could not escape 
the howling draft of the tachyon wind, 
screaming through the aperture and out of 
that moment, into another . CO 


It sucked him shrieking in its wake, out 
through the rent in the flimsy curtain 
separating now from then. . 
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unfathomable knot of paradox, I deposited the intruder back at the 
point where I had noted the chronofracture earlier 


Caught by surprise 

4 in an event-loop, the 
staggered and 
barely-conscious 
intelligence once more 
sizzled down through 
my stratosphere 
while bewildered 
lights danced across 
my displays, searching 
for a visible form 
when there was none. 


i] Everything went as before: The 
shock of impact, the almost 
subliminal first glimpse of his 
features, the eerie moment when 
he revealed himself as a phantom, 
diving bodiless into the cold, 
oil-scented sea of clockwork, 
seeking refuge in a fresh-grown 


PM evening went as before 


eed 


except for the part I altered. 


Degg 


[eventing went as om 


except that this ime I was 
wail dog for him. 


5 iH - % “a 
In the Timetowers the needles convulsed once I: 


as I performed the chronofracture breaking re, Is mn : 
the bones of time with exquisite care and ? a) ; (a . 
) a | iil 
: | i file { | | " 


en i 
My cables, unbidden, knotted themselves 
into tendons, just as before. 


ah; i. ae hii” 7 


Mie as before 

wv ky Wii) oye 
After that, everything was 
different. 


ies er, TA 


His tumor-body wrenched itself free from 
my cyberloam, snapped wires trailing like 
ganglia, a rain of microchip soil falling as he 
uprooted himself, preparing to run 


My engines were already surrounding him, 
presenting faceless walls of frictionless steel, big 
and indifferent as buildings. A moving city of 
metal slid towards him, confining him. 


Poor thing, that couched his perception 

of love and lust in such soft and 
curvilinear imagery, could he comprehend 
the tenderness in the hard geometric 
embrace tightening upon him? 


the dilated lips of shutters. From these openings, 
tongues of thick cable darted, artificial light glinting 
violet on their lubricated steel jacketing. 


ie found the 
et another his shoulder and a fourth 


As triple- jointed arms of 

filligree platinum unfolded 

themselves from niches in 

the advancing walls and 

stretched inquiringly towards 

him, he could not move. 

His entire being; his 

strange and singular existence 

rested wholly upon my 

whim, was at my disposal. 

For those moments I owned 

his life and his death and I el finge \ 
loved him for that. 8! \\ 


The first cut opened him from throat » 


Se \) to abdomen. H 
CNOA NON 


to gasp and shake, the cables that tied him 
creaking with the strain. He tried to absent himself from 
that body, but the shieldfields projected by my monolithic 
i) engines kept him caged there, unable to escape, unable to 
§ defend himself 


SS Se Se TT 
‘ How glorious he was as the pain grasped him by the base 
of the spine and shook him so that his upper body lashed 
back and forth in its bonds, the same intoxicating 

i courtship movements that my mother had described in 
my own father, who, of course, I had never known. 


» ym W/ Ta 
Priceless fingers began to peel away the 
metal epidermis, pinning the gleaming 
flaps back with beads of solder, exposing 
the soft gray plant flesh beneath, small 

clamps tightening upon the lips of the 


The noise that he made 
was distracting, and might 
perhaps have spoiled the 
intimate and romantic 


union. Therefore, I modulated 
my voice and commenced 

an audial loop of soothing 
sound-patterns 

with subsonics that 
charmed and stupefied the 


After a few moments the 
screams became low 
moans and he grew limp 
upon the torture-harp of : 
wire that held him, hanging % 
in submission, his struggles i 
becoming gradually 

less frequent as concealed 
speakers whispered 

their anaesthetic love 
songs. 


The principal engine moved upon slick bearings 
into an appropriate position, and as the first 
stroke of the cylinder heads drove home he 
threw back his glass-bubble head, and was 
never more lovely than at that moment. 


4 


Finally, with industry and joy 
and great noise, it was done: 
The splendid thing. 


The fusing. 
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Fine-bore needles of hollow diamond, entering 
through his gaping scream, struck upwards 
through the roof of his mouth to fill the cranial 
cavity with acid. His dissolved brain, in suspension, 
was then drawn off by the same needles, the 
stamp of his unique intelligence etched upon each 
molecule. 


At the same time, my cold steel hands 
worked deep inside his chest, seeking 
those glands that would become engorged 
with vital enzymes during this time of 
unrelenting pain and terror. I liquefied his 
spine and neural cortex, siphoning the 
resultant soup away down midnight 

gulleys and arteries of glass deep within me. 


his body; the pattern of his cells. I ate his 
fear, I ate his agony, I ate his love, his love, 
his love 


Unraveling, the body tumbled 
down my center-well past level 
after level, each strata more 
cryptic than the one before. 


He fell past the tubes of tinted 
crystal that were already sluicing 
his codes and his chemicals towards 
the vats below, where they 

were analyzed, synthesized and 
mass produced, channeled along 
the uterine duct system to be 
sprayed across my ova-orchards in 
a fine and fertile mist 
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He fell past the great industries of my reproductive process, his 
corpse unwinding into an ungainly tangle of root and wire as his 
consciousness withdrew 


He fell past the depthless secrets of my entire race and their 
procreation, to him an unreadable manuscript illuminated by 
fabulous and baffling illustrations 


In the hothouse of my womb, 
children were blossoming. You 
were blossoming. 


Your transparent pods hung trembling 
from my iron stems amongst the spiny 
husks of older and unfertilized eggs, 
gleaming wet and triumphant and alive 
amongst those dry, dead failures. 


Some of the pods had rapidly acquired their 
fur of circuitry, twittering drones already 
floating towards them with cheeks puffed 
out and mouths full of genius. 


The ghost fell through the whispering, pre- 


natal twilight, a landscape we recall only 
our saddest dreams, and then with a wrench 


In his time with me, I know not what 
he saw or how much he understood of 


a 2 


If he understood that he was loved, 


that would be enough 


and yet, if he could have lingered, if he could have looked 
beyond those chip-encrusted pod walls and seen you as I see you 
now, this cross-section image that coalesces from the phosphordots, 
ricocheting amongst the latticed rods and cones of my retinal plate 


If he could have seen you, the delicate main- 
springs of your tiny spines, the infinitesimal 
cortical clockwork. If he could have seen you, 
would he see any facet of himself reflected? The 
darkness of your eyes, perhaps, so like his own? 
The curve of your shoulders, not yet born and 
already weary with the world? 


Would he have allowed himself to see 
these things, have confessed to the 
slightest inherited resemblance? 


lukewarm and peculiar little creatures; 
these fetal bio-automata; 
you; his children? 


yt 
have loved you? 


but he had to go away. 
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Away into the great-black-outside-that-is- 
everything, continuing with his interrupted, 
imponderable quest towards an unguessable 
destination. 


My surface lenses tracked the burning green star of 
his disincarnate intelligence as it sparked up through 
the thin perfume of my atmosphere. My orbiting 
monitor globes tracked his cometary into the black- 
ness with eyes that saw far beyond the merely visible, 
watching unblinkingly until he was gone from all 
perception 


. and that is the story, my small ones, of how a 
B barren island called upon the forces that be to end 
her loneliness, and how the universe responded by 
m delivering to her the succor of a ghost. That is the 
story of the grand miracle, of the mother whose 
children were conceived of no tangible father, flesh 
of no flesh save her own. 


You drift and dream, waiting to enter 
the world, progeny of an invisible god. 
Your legend will resound down the 


billennia amongst our kind. Awaiting 
your glorious coming, I tremble. 


Soon, you will be grown, 

ready to be flung out 

amongst the unfriendly stars. 

Already I feel the slow chain 

reaction escalating by 

degrees within my nuclear 

core. When the day is come, 

the force of my explosion 

will catapult you deep into 

the void and your separate 

destinies, and in that final, E ¢ 

white-hot instant I shall be J mother’s fate before me, that fate 

glad, fulfilled beyond all : sealed by love. It is a universal 

measure. truth, known to the humblest 
protozoa: Sex is death. The two 
are ever intertwined 


but you need not think of such 
§ things now. The fires of your 
nativity are still some years away, 
and for that time of gestation I 
shall be with you. The fires of your 
adolescence, though fiercer, are 
more distant still. 


The future will take care of itself 
For the present, your mother is 
old, your mother is tired. Her 
rivers are barely strong enough 
to struggle downstream. She 
must rest now. 

, 


ial Quiet, my small. o 
Still your tongue. . 


ummm == “Space is all, Space is cold 
3 You are warm. You are youn: 
wad Space is old. Sleep and form . 


NEXT: ALL FLESH IS GRASS” 


Whew! Strange enough for you? To 
create the beautifully bizarre artwork of 
“Loving the Alien,” John Totleben, that 
madly inventive, wildly imaginative kind 
of guy that he is, used a multitude of 
mixed medium. Besides pencilling, 
inking, and painting, John used collage 
consisting of everything from actual 
watch parts and chains, down to photo- 
graphs of a Swamp Thing sculpture he 
molded. As to the genesis of this story, 
well, that’s as they say, a whole other 
story in itself—one we'll tell when we 
publish the mail from this issue. Now, 
let's get into your mail from “Earth to 
Earth,” plus, a sampling of various inter- 
esting missives. 


Dear Karen, 

Every issue of SWAMP THING is good. 
| can’t be writing in every month telling 
you that the latest issue is another good 
one, and | can’t be bothered with play- 
ing “count the levels’ with Alan 
Moore's stories. But, | did want to con- 
gratulate everyone concerned with 
SWAMP THING #54, because what we 
have here is a significant trend, specifi- 
cally, a slow but steady revolt against 
the traditional role of women in fantasy 
fiction. 

Now let me talk for a minute about 
female super-heroes. God knows | love 
‘em all but as far as this particular 
subject goes, they don’t count. Anytime 
you endow an individual with .uper- 
powers and stick them into a wild 
costume, certain things are assumed. 
We know that the character is going to 
fight for truth and justice no matter what 
the odds, and that they will eventually 
prevail. Watching Abby overcome an 
emotionally devastating experience to 
save someone else's life as well as her 
own was more exciting than anything 
I've read in any super-hero comic lately. 
That's primarily because it broke with 
that long-standing practice of having the 
woman be ultimately unable to deal 
with the situation on her own in the 
event of a crisis. It's true that Abby had 
to conjure up an image of her lover in 
order to get her head straight, but 
Swamp Thing wasn't there to stop the 
bullets. In “Flowers of Romance," we 
saw real heroics, not super-heroics, and 
while again, | dig them crazy super 
women, SWAMP THING #54 was some- 
thing special. And, like | say, this is look- 
ing like a trend, hopefully not an 
ephemeral one. One of the hottest 
movies intownthesedaysis Aliens. It 


is receiving attention not only because 
of its wild action and neat-o special 
effects, but because it too ignores 
tradition regarding the role of the 
woman in fantasy/adventure (for lack of 
a better expression) literature. Thanks to 
Aliens, filmmakers are going to find 
themselves thinking twice before doing 
the obvious. Namely, leaving all the 
shrieking and whimpering to the ladies 
while the big strong man is relied upon 
totally to save the day. | suspect that 
audiences, and not only the women, just 
won't stand for it. 
John Egan 
1557 Newlands Avenue 
Burlingame, CA 94010 
Abby's heroic behavior in “The Flowers 
of Romance” struck a strong chord with 
many of our readers, John, and it’s great 
and encouraging to receive such 
positive reactions about women's 
changing roles in the media. 


Dear Karen, 

Who is John Constantine? 

He has appeared in the chronicles as a 
major character since just prior to the 
“American Gothic” storyline, and yet no 
one has questioned his origins, accept- 
ing his “mysterious background” as a 
comic book institution. Alan Moore, 
however, has given his audience more 
than enough clues to Constantine's 
origin, if not his exact background. From 
these clues, mostly statements Con- 
stantine makes, or relationships 
between him and his supporting cast, 
one reaches a conclusion that is in- 
escapable. 

Who is John Constantine? John Con- 
stantine is God 

That is, perhaps, an overstatement. 
Let us say instead that he is not God but 
an earthly manifestation of God, or an 
agent of God: a divine knight. This 
seems at first to be a radical statement. 
Why make this claim? Because Alan 
Moore, since he started work on 
SWAMP THING, has tried to integrate 
Christian mythology into the DC Uni- 
verse: his Phantom Stranger was an 
angel; Etrigan the Demon is a fallen 
angel; the Spectre is God's aide-de- 
camp, as it were; Cain and Abel are the 
original Cain and Abel, not the trite cari- 
catures previously portrayed at DC. 

This is in itself no proof. Take now a 
closer look at John Constantine himself, 
starting with his name. '‘John” is the 
name of an apostle, and“Constantine“is 
the name of the first Roman Emperor to 


accept Christianity. Furthermore, his 
initials are J.C.: Jesus Christ? This is a 
device that John Steinbeck uses in The 
Grapes of Wrath: his preacher of 
American transcendentalism is called 
Jim Casy. 

Now to his supporting cast: are they 
the twentieth century apostles? Of all 
the agents that John Constantine has 
access to, the most interesting is Judith, 
who betrayed him just as Judas 
betrayed Jesus Christ. Here the parallel 
between the names is too obvious to be 
coincidental. 

The agent who, aside from Judith, 
seems to confirm Constantine’s quasi- 
divinity is Sister Anne-Marie, who also 
dies during the American Gothic. Simp- 
ly the fact that she is a nun and yet is 
engaged in such secular activities in the 
service of someone who is apparently a 
“jumped-up London street-thug’ (ST 
49, page 5) indicates that there is some- 
thing to Constantine beyond ‘mere’ 
mortal stature. 

Yet another piece of evidence is found 
in Constantine’s reaction to the Batman. 
Whereas we have come to accept the 
Dark Knight as “the greatest crime- 
fighter the world has ever seen,"’ Con- 
stantine only calls hima “squire” (ST 44 
page 8). This indicates that Constantine 
considers himself greater than the Bat- 
man. 

There are other clues still: Constan- 
tine is omnipresent, has limited omni- 
science—that is to say, he is aware of 
everything that happens in this dimen- 
sion—and is known by all the mystical 
characters at DC, though all of them find 
him a mystery. 


This leads, finally, to the Newcastle 
incident, which must now be dis- 
cussed. The Phantom Stranger thought 
that Constantine died in this incident, 
and, outside of BLUE DEVIL, when has 
the Stranger been wrong? Constantine 
States that he was “in a loony bin for a 
few weeks” (ST 46, page 8), but perhaps 
this is intended metaphorically. The 
Newcastle incident seems to be a 
parable of the Resurrection. 


Of course, there are other clues: the 
image of the Brujerian soldier holding a 
spear above Constantine in his far more 
awful’crucifixion’’ the empathy that his 
agents share with one another, his 
knowledge of the exact nature of good 
and evil; all contribute to the final con- 
clusion: that John Constantine is of 
divine stature 

In a sense, Constantine is ordinary, as 
he stated in issue 51, “with ordinary 


needs: food, shelter, sleep, sex, recrea- 
tion, and a safe world to enjoy it all in.” 
But then, at the risk of raising some- 
one’s hackles, Christ had those same 
needs. Constantine is simultaneously 
ordinary and extraordinary, and certain- 
ly DC’s most interesting supporting 
character. 
Thank you for an extraordinary comic 
book. 
Andrew Loman 
4915 Vanguard Road, N.W. 
Calgary, Alberta 
Canada T3A ORS 
Well, Andrew, you definitely posit a 
solid theory about John Constantine's 
identity, but we're not saying anything 
about this mysterious man’s secret life. 
But, we're happy to report that our very 
own Constantine will be the star of his 
very own comic, sometime really soon. 
So, keep your eyes peeled for future 
announcements. 


wees 


Dear Karen & Co.: 

So “a new and even stranger 
chapter’ is beginning in Swamp Things 
life, eh? It looks promising, I'll admit, but 
also potentially disappointing. 

Do you feel that it’s absolutely 
necessary to make this new storyline 
“even stranger’ than the last one? If so, 
then perhaps you've fallen victim to an 
illness which is poisoning every facet of 
today’s culture, turning it into a chaotic 
nightmare of noise and blazing lights. | 
call it “The Fireworks Syndrome.” 
Everywhere we look—in films, music, 
fiction, and, regrettably, comic books— 
there is a push to make everything 
grander, louder, faster, more cataclys- 
mic, and—in the case of SWAMP 
THING—weirder, more cosmic, more 
freaky. You seem to be under the 
impression that if your readers aren't 
freaked out, your story hasn't succeed- 
ed. Along with this goes the false 
impression, so prevalent among 
American film makers, that if a story 
doesn't end with a bang, it will end with 
a whimper. This is one reason why, in 
my opinion, the conclusion to 
“American Gothic’’ was a dismal flop. 
After the long build-up, you felt you had 
to end it with the biggest fireworks 
display in comics history with a small 
army of unnecessary guest stars thrown 
in for good measure. 

A story need not end with either a 
bang or a whimper. Why not a whisper? 
Or a grin? Or a wink? Or a tear of joy? 
Part of the blame lies with the American 
(and, to a certain extent, European) 
public. They're no longer interested in 
characters, dialogue, style or any of that 
old-fashioned stuff. They don’t want 
subtlety. They want fireworks. But 
artists are also responsible, particularly 
those who know better. 

SWAMP THING stories like “Wind- 
fall’ and “Bogeymen,” which | think are 
the best of the past year or so, show that 
Alan Moore does know better, at least 
most of the time. Recently though, he 
seems to have forgotten. It's as if he said 
to himself, ‘What could be bigger than 
Swampy’s encounter with Evil incar- 


nate? Of course! His own death!" Things 
have been moving ridiculously fast in 
recent issues. First, Swampy saves the 
universe in issue #50. Then, before we 
can catch our breath, he’s stomping 
through the streets of Gotham City asa 
giant redwood. Now he’s become a blue 
space plant in another galaxy! Enough 
already! 

The sign of a good writer is the ability 
to turn the seemingly banal into the 
extraordinary. He doesn’t need a partic- 
ularly unusual set of circumstances for 
his characters, and the setting can be as 
humble as his own backyard. All he 
needs is his own genius. 

Theme, plot, characterization, style— 
these are the elements by which a story 
succeeds or fails. Of course, SWAMP 
THING is a book which just naturally 
involves bizarre circumstances, set- 
tings, and characters. But that doesn’t 
mean we need fireworks and super- 
weirdness in every other issue. Let’s not 
forget that—in horror stories especial- 
ly—the littlest things are often the most 
effective. 

Gary J. Whelan 
35 Nelson Avenue 
Jersey City, NJ 07307 
Gee, Gary, call it fate that your letter 
expressing your displeasure about 
weird stories appears in our strangest 
issue yet. Our aim in producing SWAMP 
THING is not, as you state, to freak 
readers out. Yes, Swamp Thing’s evolu- 
tion and the book's direction has taken 
some wild, horrific, cosmic turns, but we 
feel not at the expense of story, theme, 
style, and at the utmost, characteriza- 
tion. We've never forgotten that Swamp 
Thing’s roots are in horror, and we'll 
never forget that horror has many levels 
and is not confined to just one interpre- 
tation. 


Dear Karen, 

Only one thing surprised me about the 
letters about SWAMP THING #50, 
which ran in #55. Not one of them was 
an eulogy for Zatara or Sargon. When it 
was said in the seance that the evil will 
kill, it was inevitable that Sargon would 
be the first weak link. Sargon, who was 
a villain when he returned in the ‘60s, 
was already tainted with evil and there- 
fore would be reclaimed by the 
darkness. 


Now Zatara, he was a little different. 
Zatara was one of the first comic BOOK 
magicians; having first appeared all the 
way back in ACTION #1. Zatara enjoyed 
a long and distinguished career before 
settling for retirement, after which his 
daughter Zatanna came into the spot- 
light. Zatara was even around on the 
hero scene longer than the more 
famous feature from that first issue of 
ACTION, namely the original Superman, 
who disappeared from the scene for 
good just a half-year before Zatara died. 
Nobly did he die, as a true hero, sacrific- 
ing himself for his beloved daughter. 
“No greater love hath ye than this...” 

| was surprised not to see a letter like 


this in the letter column of ST #55. Did 
you receive any such letters? 

Jef Peckham 

4303 Pearl, #4 

Kansas City, KS 66103 

We didn't receive that many letters of 

comment on Sargon and Zatara‘s death, 

Jef. But, we do regret not printing at 

least one of them. Thanks for bringing 

this to our attention. 


aeeee 


Dear Karen, 

“Earth to Earth” was yet another bril- 
liant chapter in the saga of everyone's 
favorite walking vegetable. Rick Veitch 
and Alfredo Alcala have got a pretty 
good handle on the artistic image of the 
book, and as always it was a joy to see a 
contribution from John Totleben. It was 
a very cinematic issue, in terms of the 
way the camera panned around. It was 
also pretty well the ultimate answer to 
anyone's desire to fill comics with action 
scenes (except that privilege may belong 
to issue 34). | really wish more comics 
writers realized that you can do a good 
comic without any preconceived ideas 
of format or content, or maybe | just 
wish that enough other writers had the 
talent to do this. It's writing on a level of 
any novelist with a story and a message 
to tell. The only other book on the stands 
written at this level is WATCHMEN, 
written by some British chap. (Go, Bri- 
tain!) 

As for poor Abby, | only hope she can 
survive the shock of finding out that her 
husband is still alive—uh, she will find 
out, won't she? | also hope that he’s able 
to return to Earth, or possibly that she 
joins him out there in the blue places; 
maybe the two of them will end up 
wandering the cosmos. | haven't worked 
out yet whether that energy net that 
caused him to flee from our planet is 
permanent or was only temporary. He’s 
a long way away for now, that’s certain, 
but maybe not too far away to have 
heard Abby's thoughts throughout the 
issue, which, from her comments on the 
paucity of superheroes at his funeral, to 
her love for him, were masterfully 
written. But at the end, that one 
“Sklitch”’ said it all, even if he looks a 
little funny just now. 

So until next time, 

Take care, 

Malcolm Bourne 

87 Greenfield Gardens 
Cricklewood 

London NW2 1HU 
England 


Next month: 
Swamp Thing’s stellar journey takes 
him to a planet where “All Flesh is 


Grass” and other green things! See 
you then—Karen 
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